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ODES 
ANACREON. 

ODE xxxyt 

Irhoarded.giM jpoaMH^d a'ttoJM' 
To iMigdien lif^yutP'flee^ bbw. 
And puTcbuo ftpffi dw lumd of datdi 
A litde (pan, a moment's breath, 

Mwilwi toatrnm Um MMhtcd «Ut oit, In hia dia- 
logue betwet^n Anacreon nod Aristotle in tha ihidct, 
wbere he bettows the prize of wisdom npMi tite poet. 

" The German imiLators al' it are, lAUlagfia hia poem 
"GeslernBruder,ic." Gleim.m tlicode" AmdenTod,' 
and SctuLiiil ID der Pael, BlumtDl. GotUog. I7B3, p. 7.' 




6 ODES OF ANACREON. 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my store ; 

That when the Fates would send their minion^ 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion^ 

I might some hours of life obtain^ 

And bribe him back to hell again. 

But, since we ne'er can charm away 

The mandate of that awful day, 

Why do we vainly weep at fate, 

And sigh for life's uncertain date ? 

The light of gold can ne'er illume 

The dreary midnight of the tomb ! 



Thai when the Fates would send their minioUy 
To w€ift me off on shadowy pUuon, 8;c,'] The commen- 
taton, who are so fond of dispating '* de lan§L caprin^/' 
have been very busy on the aathqrity of the phrase U av 
dayiiy imxdf). The reading of U ent Gavotros ttiX&Vj which 
De Medenbach proposes in his Amisnitates Literariae, 
was already hinted by Le Fe?re, who seldom suggests any 
thing worth notice. 
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And why should I then pant for treasures ? 
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; 
The goblet rich, the board of friends, 
Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 
Mine be the nymph, whose form reposes 
Seductive on that bed of roses ; 
And oh ! be mine the soul's excess, 
Expiring in her warm caress ! 



Tke goblet riek, ike board i^/riendSf 

Whose flowing souls the goblet blends /J This commu- 
nion of friendthip, which sweetened the bowl of Ana- 
creon, has not been forgotten by the author of the follow- 
ing scholiam, where the blessings of life are enumerated 
with proverbial simplicity, ^tfiatviiv /xtv etfifo* avlfi ^vrru. 
AmnpofZ*, xaXQf pvrv tfmvBat. To rptrov it, irXttrriy aSoXwf. 
Koi ro rtrofrw, ai»«Caty /Mxa rtn ^iXw. 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health, 
And nexty those charms by which the eye we move ; 

The third is wealth, nnwonnding guiltless wealth, 
And then, an interconrse with those we love ! 
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ODE XXXVII. 

'T WAS night, and many a circling b 
Had deeply warm'd my swimming s< 
As luird in slumber I was laid. 
Bright visions o'er my fancy play'd ! 

" Compare with this ode the beantifol 
Traom of Uz.'' Degen. 

MoDiieur Le Fe^re, in a note npon this 
into an elaborate and learned justification of <] 
and this is probably the cause of the severe 
Mrhich I believe he suffered for his Anacn 
olim fateor (says he in a note npon Longinni 
phonem amabam. Sed ex quo ilia me perditii 
pene misernm perdidit cum sceleratissimo su 
(Anacreontem dico, si nescis Lector), noli 
&c.'' He adduces on this ode the author! 
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With virginS; blooming as the dawn, 
I seeni'd to trace the opening lawn ; 
Light, on tiptoe bath'd in dew, 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 
Some ruddy striplings, young and sleek. 
With blush of Bacchus on their cheek. 
Saw me trip the flowery wild 
With dimpled girls, and slyly smil'd ; 
. Smird indeed with wanton glee. 
But ah ! 't was plain they envied me. 
And still I flew — and now I caught 
The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 
To kiss — when all my dream of joys. 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys. 



not totally ignorant of tbe world, can hesitate to confess 
the truth of: 

OvUttf piX<mvrns cfiy wAptnro: KOixof* 

** No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.*' 



Sleep ! again my joys restore^ 

'h ! let me dream them o'er and o'er !" 

— when all my dream of Joys, 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys, 
All were gone/] ** Noniins says of Bacchas, alt 
i same words that Anacfeonr uses, 

rjapdivoy irx* tKix/i^^, tail lO^eXey av^n laufiy/' 

Waking^ he lost the pbantoiA's cliarms, 

He foand no beaoty in his arms ; 

Again to slumber he essay'd, 

Agaih (6 clasp the shadowy maid ! Longe 

' Sleep ! again myjoya restore, 
Oh ! let me dream them o'er amd o'er !'*] Doctor 
I, in his preface to Shakspeare, animadverting up 
nmentators of that poet, who pretended, in ever; 
ncidence of thought, to detect an imitation ol 
stent poet, allndes in the following words to th 
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ODE XXXVIII. 

Let us drain the hectar'd bowl^ 
Let us raise the song of soul 
To him^ the god who loves so well 
The nectar'd bowl; the choral ^ell ! 
Hini; who instructs the sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him^ wbd was nufs'd with infadt Love, 
And cradled in the Paphian grove ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms. 

*' Compare with this beantifal ode the verses of Hage- 
dorn, lib. ▼. das Oesellschaftliche ; and of Biirger, p. 51, 
&c. &C.'' Degen. 

Him, that the snowy Queen qf Chamu 

Has fondled in her twining wrma,^ Robcrtellos, apoo 



/ 



^^ w» A %^a b^ %^ »fc^ «%^ VB«%A a^A^ • 



And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold ! my boys a goblet bear^ 
Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear^ the sigh ? 
To the winds they fly, they fly ! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinkings 
Man of sorrow drown thy thinking ! 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught ! 
Can we discern^ with all our lore^ 
The path we're yet to journey o'er ? 



the epithalamium of Catiillus, mentions an 
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No^ no, the walk of life is dark^ 
T is wine alone can strike a spark ! 

NOf no, the walk qfl\fe is dark, 

T is wine alone can strike a spark /] The brevity of life 
allows argnments for the volnptnary as well as the mora- 
list. Among many parallel passages which Longepierre 
has addaced, I shall content myself with this epigram 
from the Antbolot^ia. 

EXx»/M«y) xvXixOf fMi^oitas aptf/Ofvoi. 
Ptftof y/ttfwrtn ifi 0iof . tir* ra Xoiva 
Tinptts xmXvoiii xai ro riXof bcnctrof. 
Of which the following is a loose paraphrase : 
Fly, my beloved, to yonder stream, 
We'll plnnge ns from the noontide beam! 
Then coll the rose's humid bad, 
And dip it in our goblet's flood. 
Our age of bliss, my nymph, shall fly. 
As sweet, thongh passing as that sigh, 
Which seems to whisper o'er your lip, 
" Come, while yon may, of rapture sip." 
For age will steal the rosy form. 
And chill the pnlse, which trembles warm ! 
And death — alas ! that hearts, which thrill 
Like yours and mine, should e'er be still ! 



< 



Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chard to fragrant death ; 
Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuous^ richer gale ! 
To souls; that court the phantom Ca 
Let lata retire and shroud hhn th^re ; 
While we exhaust the nectar'd bowl, 
And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the God who loves so well 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell ! 
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ODE XXXIX. 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping wild the dance of joy ! 
How I love the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears, 
Age is on his temples hung. 
But his heart — his heart is young ! 

Age is on his temples hung, 

But his heart — his heart is young /] Saint Pavin makes 
the same distioctlon in a sonnet to a yoong girl. 

Je sais bien que les destinies, 
Ont mal compass^e nos anuses, 
Ne regardez que moo amour. 

Pcnt-^tre en serez vons emne, 
II est jenne et n'est que do jour, 
Belle Iris, qae je vons ai vu. 



«w« aiuu luy lOVe 18 old 

My love's a child ; and thou canst sa 
How much his little age may be, 

For he was born the very day 
That first I set my eyes on thee ! 
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ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me here, 

To run this mortal life's career ; 

The scenes which I have journeyed o'er, 

Return no more — alas ! no more ; 

And all the path I 'vc yet to go, 

I neither know nor ask* to know. 

Then surely. Care, thou canst not twine 

Thy fetters round a soul like mine ; 

No, no, the heart that feels with me. 

Can never be a slave to thee ! 

No, no, the heart that feels with me. 

Can never be a slave to thee /] Longcpierre quotes an 
epigram here from the Aothologia, oo accoant of the 
similarity of a particular phrase ; it is by no means ana- 
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And oh ! before the vital thrill^ 
Which trembles at my hearty is still, 
I* 11 gather Joy's luxuriant flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 
And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 

creontic, but has an interesting simplicity wbich induced 
me to parapl|rase it, and may atone for its intrusion. 

EXvif xai cv Tvx/n fii'i'/oi y^ouptri. rov X//Afy' Ivpov. 

At lengtii to Fortune, and to yon, 
Delusive Hope! a last adieu. 
The charm that once beguil'd is o*er, 
And I have reach'd my destin'd shore ! 
Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 
And you will smile at their believing, 
And they shall weep at your deceiving ! 

Backus shall bid my winter bloomy 

And Venus dance me to the tomb /] The same cuiiuueu- 
tator has quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by 
Julian, where he makes him give the precepts of good 
fellowship even from the tomb. 
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ITiytri, vftf ravrny a/A^iCctXtitfOf xoviv. 

This lesson ofi in life I sung, 
And from my grave I still shall cry, 

^^ Drink, mortal 1 drink, while time is yonnp[, 
Ere death has made thee cold as I." 



4 



ODE XLI. 



When Spring begems the dewy 
How sweet to walk the velvet gr 
And hear the Zephyr's languid s 
As o'er the scented mead he flie: 
How sweet to mark the pouting 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 
And with the maid, whose every 
Is love and bliss, entranc'd to lie 



And toith the maid, whose every sigh 
Is Uwe and bliss, Sfc] Thus Horace : 
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Where the embowering branches meet — 
Oh ! is not Ais divinely sweet ? 



And does there tiieo remain but this. 
And hast thou lost each rosy ray 

Of her, who breath'd the sonl of bliss. 
And stole me from myself away ? 
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ODE XLII. 

Yes^ be the glorious revel mii^jey 
Where humour i^parkks from the wioe ! 
Around me^ let the youthful choir 
Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 
And while the red cup circles round. 
Mingle in soul as well as sound ! 
Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 
Beside me all in blushes lie ; 

The character of Anacreon is here very strikingly de- 
picted. His love of social, harmonized pleasures, is ex- 
pressed with a warmth, amiable and endearing. Among 
the epigrams impnted to Anacreon is the following ; it b 
the only one worth translation, and it breathes the same 
sentiments with this ode : 

Ov ^iXof, OS ttfrernpt vofa oXim oiyovora^wy, 

NeiJtia xtfi uroXc^ov ^axpvoiyra Xi7i«. 
Axx' Ofis Mit9ton ri, xen offXaix Zvf 'A^poSimy 

Xo/A>*itf7inr, tparri fMvatwrtu w^poawms* 
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Andy while she weaves a frontlet £ur 
Of hyacinth to deck my hair. 
Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses^ 
And that shall be. my bliss of blisses ! 
My soul, to festive feeling true. 
One pang of envy never knew ; 
And little has it leam'd to dread 
The gall that envy's tongue can lefaed. 
Away — I hate the slanderous dart, 
Which steals to wound th' unwary heart ; 
And oh ! I hate, with all my soul, 
Discordant clamours o'er the bowl, 



When to the lip the brimming cop is prest, 
And hearts are all afloat apon the stream ; 

Then banish from my board th' onpolish'd guest, 
Who makes the feast of war his barbaroos theme. 

Bat bring the man, who o'er his goblet wreathes 
The Muse's lanrel with the Cyprian flower; 

Ob ! give me him, whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinements of the social hoar. 



( 



.^, ACi US near the soul of s 

Expire the sflTer harp along; 
And through the dance's ringlet 
With maiden's mellowing into lo 
Thus simply happy^ thus at peac 
Sure such a life should never cea: 
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ODE XLIII. 

»Vhilb our rosy fillets shed 

Blushes o'er each fervid head, 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassion'd, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, 

And wkUe the Aorp, impa8swm*d,JUng» 

Tun^ul rapture from the etrings, ifeJ] On the barbiton 
an host of aothorities may be collected, which, after all, 
leave lu ignorant of the nature of the ingtrnment. There 
is scarcely any point upon which we are so totally nnin- 
formed as the music of the ancients. The authors *, ex- 
tant upon the tobject, are, I imagine, little understood -, 
but certainly if one of their moods was a progression by 
quarter-tones, which we are told was the nature of the 
enbarmoaic scale, simplicity was by no means the charac- 

• Collected by Melbomliu. 
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aBlfliaHBBBBaBBBBBBBSBBBBSSEBBiBK 

Some airy nymph, with iSuent limbs. 
Through the dance luxuriant swims. 
Waving, in her snowy hand. 
The leafy Bacchanalian wand. 
Which, as the tripj[)ing wanton flies, 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs ! 
A youth the while, with loosen'd hair, 
Floating on the listless air. 
Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own ; 
And then, what nectar in his sigh. 
As o'er his lip the murmurs die ! 



teristio of their melody ; for this is a nicety of progres- 
sion, of which modem mnsic is not sosceptible. 

llie invention of the barbiton is, by Athenaeus, attri- 
buted to Anacreon. See his fourth book, where it is 
called ro iVfJt/Aot m Ayox^ioyrof. Neanthes of Cysicns, as 
quoted by Oyraldns, asserts the same. Vide Chabot. in 
Horat. on the words "Lesboum barbiton," in the first 
ode. 
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Surely never yelt bus kew 
So divitte, «o faleaft a scene ! 
Has Cupid left the starry aphere. 
To wave his golden. teethes here i 

And tluMt vM,fi€^iar in kU ngh^ 
A» Q*er hU lip As mnrmMn dief] JU>ngcpi«rre ha* 
qiMted here mi epigram from the Anthologia : 

Nyy /adtw ro ptkn/uMx «o}uw roy i^tf vtvwjtur. 
Ofwiiich'the fellowing mty give fome kkft: 

The kiss that she left on my lip. 
Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie; 

'T was nectar she gave me to sip, 
T was nectar I drank in her sigh| 

The dew that distill'd in that kiss. 
To my sonl was volnptnoos wine ; 

Ever since it is drunk with the bliss, 
And feels a deliriam divine ( 

Has Cupid 2^ the starry sphere, 
To voace his golden tresses here?] The introdaction of 
these deities to tlie festival is merely allegorical. Madame 



r 



Ally all are here, to hail witi 
The genius of festivity ! 

Dacier thinks that the poet descril 
where these deities were personated 
masks. The translation will conform 

JUf all are here, to haU with me 
The gemha qffeetwity f] Km/Aos, the 
mirth. Philostratos, in the third of I 
the annotators have observed), gives 
description of this god. 
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ODE XLIV. 

Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 
Cuird from Cupid's balmy bowers. 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crimson drops they weep ! 

Twine the rose, the garland twine. 

Every leaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 

That we were born to smile and drink. 

This spirited poem is an eulogy on the rose ; and again, 
in the fifty-fifth ode, we shall find onr author rich in the 
praises of that flower. In a fragment of Sappho, in the 
romance of Achilles Tatias, to which Barnes refers us, 
the rose is very elegantly styled *' the eye of flowers /' 
and the same poetess, in another fragment, calls the fa- 
voors of the Muse ** the roses of Pieria." See the notes 
on the fifty-fifth ode. 

^ Compare with this forty^oorth ode (says the Ger- 
mut anBOtator) the beautiful ode of Vz die Rose.*' 



( 
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Rose ! thou art the sweetest flower 

That ever drank the amber shower ; 

Rose ! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph w3d ! 

Even the Grods, who walk the sky. 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

Cupid tooy in Paphian shades. 

His hair with rosy fillet braids. 

When with the blushing,, naked Graces, 

The ^anton winding: dance he traces. 

Then bring me, showers of roses bring, 

And shed them round me while I sing ; 

Great Bacchus ! in thy hallow'd shade, 

Widi some celestial, glowing maid, 



When wUk th€ bkithing^ tmked Grace*, 

Ths wmdmt wmiitig dmue ke trmcea,'] ** This sweet idea 
of Love dancing with the Graces, is almost pecnliar to 
Aaacreon." Dligen. 

WUh 9ome eOetiitA, gUrwhil^ mMy i^e.] The opllhet 



ODES OF ANACREON. 51 

He gales of roses round me rise, 
perfume^ sweeten'd by her sighs, 
bill and t^fAtkt in airy dance, 
mmingling soul with every glance ! 

rof» which he gives to the nymph, is literally ^fiUI* 
(d:** if this was really Anacreoa's taste, the hea» 
Mahomet woald suit him la ef«ry partictttar* 
! Koran, cap. 74. 



i 
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ODE XLV, 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or pour the unavailing t^ar f 

For death will never heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be seal'd in sleep : 

Then let us never vainly stray. 

In search of thorns, from pleasure's way ; 

Then M us never vainly stray. 

In search </ thorns, fr^m pleasure's way ; ^.] I have 
thas endeavoured to convey the meaning of r< h roy 3ioy 
wxavufMii ; according to Regnier's paraphrase of the line: 

£ che val, fnor della strada 
Del piacere alma e gradita, 
Vaneggiare in qaesta vita? 
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1 ! let us quaff the rosy wave, 

hich Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

id in the goblet, rich and deep, 

radle our crying woes to sleep ! 



4 
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ODE XLVI. 

See the youogi the rosy Springs 
Gives to the breeze her spangled wing ; 
While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o'er her dewy way ! 

The fastidioas affectation of some commentators has 
denonnced this ode as spurious. Degen pronounces the 
four last lines to be the patch-work of some miserable 
▼ersificator, and Branch condemns the whole ode. It 
appears to me to be elegantly graphical ; full of delicate 
expressions and luxuriant imagery. The abruptness of 
*II« mms utfos ptatrros is striking and spirited, and haa been 
imitated rather languidly by Horace; 

Vides nt alta stet nive candidnm 

Soracte 

The imperative i^c is infinitely more impressive, as in 
Shakspeare, 

But look, the morn, in rasset mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hilL 
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The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languiah'd into silent sleep ; 

There is a simple and poetical description of Spring, 
in Catnllos's beaatifbl iarewdl to Bltkyoia. Gacm. 44. 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of oor poet, that this ode 
wu written after he had retomed from Athens, to settle 
io his paternal seat at Teot; there, in a little villa at 
lome distance from the city, which commanded a view 
of the iEgean Sea and the islands, he contemplated tlie 
beauties of natore and enjoyed the felicities of retire- 
ment. Vide Barnes, in Anac vita, $ xxxv. Thb snppo- 
litioui however nnanthenticated, forms a pleasant associ" 
atioDy which makes the poem more interesting. 

Monsieur Chcvreaa says, that Oregory Namanoemis 
has paraphrased somewhere this description of Spring ; I 
cannot find it. See Chevrean CEuvres M^l^es. 

«< Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of 
Hagedoffn, book iburlh der FriihUng^ and book fifth der 
Mai.** 

White virgin iSrtieeSf wtarm wHh flfoy, 

Fling rotes o'er her dewy troy/] De Pauw reads, 
Ti^fnm ^ofo ^fWM, '' the rases display tbeir graces." 
This is not nningenious ; bat we loae by it the beauty of 
tbe'peiwiiifieation, to the boldness ^f which Regnier has 
objected, very frivolously. 



( 
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And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave ; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves, the murky clouds away ; 
And cultur'd fields and winding stream^ 
Are sweetly tissued by his beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery bells ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 

The murmuring biUows of the deep 

Have Umguish^d into silent Meep; ifcJ] It has been 
Jnstly remarked, that the liqaid flow of the line araxvt^reu 
*/»knm is perfectly expressive of the tranquillity which it 
describes. 

And euUur'd field, mid vnnding stremuy ifcl By fipvrw 
iff^^ the works of men" (says Baxter), he means cities, 
temples,^ and towns, which are then illaminated by the 
beams of the son. 
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Jong the branches creeping^ 
>ugh the velvet foliage peeping, 
e infant fruits we see, 
sing into luxury ! 



II. D 
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ODE XLVII. 

T IS true, my fading years decline. 
Yet can I qua£f the brimming wine. 
As deep as any stripling feir. 
Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 
And if^ amidst the wanton crew^ 
I 'm caird to wind the dance's clue. 
Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand. 
Not faltering on the Bacchant's wand, 



But brandUhmg a rosy flaskf fyc,"] Affxos was a kind of 
leathern vessel for wine, very mach in use, as should 
seem by the proverb aaxos xat htxaxosy which was applied 
to those who were intemperate in eating and drinking. 
This proverb is mentioned in some verses qaoted by Athe- 
nseos, from the Hesione of Alexis. 
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But brandishing a rosy flask, 
The only thyrsus e'er I'll ask ! 
Let those, who pant for Glory's charms, 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slare, 
And bathe me in its honied wave ! 
For though my fading years decay. 
And though my bloom has pass'd away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divme. 
With blushes borrowed from my wine, 
I'll wanton 'mid the dancing train. 
And live my follies all again ! 



TV ^9 thiifrms €tt i*U a$k /] PhoriMitnt assigns as a 
rtfaMMi for the consecrAtie^ft of the thyrsas to Bucchos, 
that iDebiiety oiten renitert the support of a stick very 



o2 
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ODE XLVIII. 

When my thirsty soul I steep^ 
Every sorrow's luU'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs ! I am then 
Richest^ happiest^ first of men ; 
Careless o'er my cup I sing. 
Fancy makes me more than king ; 
Gives me wealthy Croesus' store^ 
Can I, can I wish for more ? 
On my velvet couch reclining, 
Ivy leaves my brow entwining^ 

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, ^T^.] '* The ivy was coo- 
secrated to Bacchus (says Montfaacon), because he for- 
merly lay hid aoder that tree, or, as others will have it, 
becaose its leaves resemble those of the yine." Other 
reasons for its consecration, and the nse of it in garlands 
at banqaetSy may be found in Longepierre, BameS|&c. &c. 
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le my soul dilates with glee^ 
it are kings and crowns to me ? 
efore my feet they lay, 
mid spurn them all away ! 
1 you, arm you, men of might, 
ten to the sanguine fight ; 
me, oh, my budding vine ! 
I no other blood than thine, 
der brimming goblet see, 
t alone shall vanquish me. 

I think it sweeter far 
Tall in banquet than in war ! 



on, arm you, men qf might, 

I to the ionguine fight ;] I have adopted the inter- 

1 of Regnier and others : 

Altri segaa Marte fero ; 

Che 8ol Bacco e '1 mio conforto. 



r 
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ODE XLIX. 

When Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy, 
The rosy harbinger of joy, 
Who, with the sunshine of the bowl. 
Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same 
character, are merely chansons & boire. Most likely they 
were the effusions of the moment of conyiviality, and 
were snng, we imagine, witU raptare in Greece ; bat that 
interesting association, by y»'hich they always recalled the 
convivial emotions' that produced them, can be very little 
felt by the most enthusiastic reader ; and mnch less by a 
phlegmatic grammarian, who sees nothing in them but 
dialects and particles. 

Who, with ike sunshine rf the botoZ, 

Thmos the winJter of our soul ; ^c] AtMtto; is the title 
which he gives to Bacchus in the original. It is a curi- 
ous circumstance, that Plutarch mistook the name of 
Levi among the Jews for Acvi (one of the bacchanal 
cries), and accordingly supposed that they worshipped 
Bacchus. 
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i to my inmost core he glides, 
>athe8 it with hit ruby tides, 
^ of joy, a lively heat, 
my brain, and wings my feet ! 
surely something sweet, I think, 
something heavenly sweet, to drink ! 
sing of love, let music's breath 
beguile our rapturous death, 
!, my young Venus, thou and I 
e voluptuous cadence die ! 
waking from our languid trance, 
. we '11 sporty again we '11 dance. 



/ 



When I drink, I feel, I feel, 
Visions of poetic zeal ! 
Warm with the goblet's freshening d( 
My heart invokes the heavenly Must 

Faber thinks this sparions ; bnt, I believe, 
lar in his opinion. It has all the spirit of 
Like the wreath which he presented in the < 
smells of Anacreon." 

The form of this ode, in the original, is i 
It is a kind of song of seven quatrain stanzt 
ginning with the line 

*Or* vfu mm rov omit. 
The first stanza alone is incomplete, consii 
three lines. 

'* Compare with this poem (says Degen) tl 
HLagedom, lib. v. der Wein, where that divii 



ODES OF ANACREON. 45 

^^■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■^■■■■■■■■■■■BBSt 

When I drinky my sorrow's o'er ; 

I thiiik of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing wind 

£ach gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drink, the jesting boy 

Bacchus himself partakes my joy ; 

And while we dance through breathing bowers, 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 

(says Longepierre) ivhoin wine has inspired with poetry. 
There is an epigram in the first book of the Anthologia, 
which begins thas : 

Oiyof roi x«^iim /A/ayat firtXii itrrof aoi^M, 

*Y)i«f 2f wnrnt xsXov « rtxoi; ivo;." 

If with water you fill op your glasses, 
You'll never write any thing wise ; 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

Ami while we donee through hreailung bowere^ SfeJ] If 
sense of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp's 
caution, with regard to vnXvwAten i^ n mifcut, ** Cave ne 
ccelum intelligas," they would not have spoiled the sim- 
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In bowls he makes my senses swim. 
Till the gale breathes of nought bat him ! 
When I drinky I deftly twine 
Flowers, begemm'd with tears of wine ; 
And| while with festive hand I spread 
The smiling garland round my head^ 
Something whispers in my breast, 
How sweet it is to live at rest ! 

plicity of Anacreon's fancy, by sach extravagant codci 
tions of the passage. Coald our poet imagine sadi bo 
bast as the foilowiog? 

Qnand je bois, mon ceil s'imagine 
Qne, dans on toarbillon plein de parfoms divers, 
Bacchns m' tmporte dans les airs, 

Rempii de sa liqneor divine. 

Or this : 

Indi mi mena 
Meatre lietro ehro deliro, 
B^«h« in gkr4 - 
Per la vaga aura serena. 
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When I drink, and perftime stilla 

Around me all in balmy rills. 

Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 

In languor on my breast teposes, 

Venus ! I breathe my tows to thee, 

In many a sigh of luxury ! 

When I drink, my heart refines, 

And rises as the cup declines; 

Rises in the genial flow, 

That none but social spirits know, 

l¥hen youthful revellers, round the bowl, 

DSating, mingle soul with soul ! 



When finUl^ul reveUen, round the bowl, 

DilaiiMgf mingle soul with aoul /] Subjoined to Gail's 
edition of Anacreon, there are some curious letters upon 
:beOMc#oi of the ancients, which appeared in the French 
Foamals. At the opening of the Odeon in Paris, the 
nanagers of the spectacle requested Professor Gail to 
;ive them tome ancommon name for the fifetes of this 
ostitntion. He saggested the word ** Thiase,** which 



i 



All otber joys that I have kno 
I've scarcely dar'd to call my 
But this the Fates can ne'er c 
Till death o'ershadows all my 

was adopted ; bat the literati of Pari 
propriety of it, and addressed their ci 
through the mediom of the pablic print 
of the letters he has inserted in his editic 
elicited from him some learned research 
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ODE LI. 

Fly not thus my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 
Though the wane of age is mine. 
Though the brilliant flush is thine. 



Albert! has imitated this ode ; and Capilopns, in tke 
lowing epigram, lias given a version of it : 

Car, Lalage, mea vita, mens contemnis amores? 

Cor fugis e nostro polchra puella sinn ? 
Ne fugi&«, sint sparsa licet mea tempora canis, 

Inqne too roseos fnlgeat ore color. 
Aspice at intextas deceant quoque flore corollas 

Candida purparcis lilia mista rosis. 

Ob I why repel my sonPs impassioned vow. 
And fly, beloved maid, these longing arms? 

Is it, that wintry time has strew'd my brow. 
And thine are all the summer's roseate charms? 



i 



See, in yonder flowery , 

Cull'd for tliep .« 1 . 
w Hiee, my blua 

"Ow the roHf ««• 

•J rose, of orient 

Mingles Mith the %'s „ 
Mark, how sweet their ti 
J"»'' n.j, giri^ ji^^ ^^^^ ^^ 

from the be,„7;/'7* «"•""« WW 
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ODE LII. 

away, you men of rules^ 

ave I to do with schools P 

make me learn, they'd make me think, 

uld they make me love and drink f 



is doubtless the work of a more modem poet 
creon : for at the period when he lived rhetori' 
e not known." Degen. 

I the antiquity of this ode is confirilhed by the 
aanoscript, I am very mnch inclined to agree in 
ment against its authenticity; for thoogfa the 
of rhetoric might already have appeared, the 
gave it any celebrity was Corax of Syracme^ 
nrished in the century after Anacreon. 
et anticipated the ideas of £picnras, in his aver- 
e labours of learning, as well as his devotion to 
tsness. TLaaav wMiwu fAOMOftAi ptmfm, said the 
ur of the garden in a tetter te Pythocles. 



r 
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Teach me this, and let me swim 
My soul upon the gohlet's brim ; 
Teach me this^ and let me twine 
My arms around the nymph divine ! 
Age begins to blanch my brow, 
I 've time for nought but pleasure now. 
Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 
At yonder fountain's gelid flow; 



Teach me thisy and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine !] By xfw Apfoiimt 
here, I understand some beautiful girl, in the same man- 
ner that AwKiof is often used for wine. ** Golden" is fre- 
quently an epithet of beanty. Thns in Virgil, ** Venns 
anrea;'' and in Propertins, « Cynthia aurea." Tibnllos, 
however, calls an old woman, ** golden." 

The translation d*Antori Anonimi, as nsaali wantons 
on this passage of Anacreon : 

£ minsegni con piu rare 
Forme accorte d*involare 
Ad amabile beltade 
II bel ciuto d* onestade. 
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I '11 quaffy my boy^ and calmly sink 
This soul to slumber as I drink ! 
Soon^ too soon^ my jocund slave^ 
You 11 deck your master's grassy grave ; 
And there 's an end — for ah f you know 
They drink but little wme below ! 



Jnd therms an end— for ah f you know 
Tkey drink but little wine heUw /] Thus the witty 
Mainard : 

La Mort nous gaette ; et qaand ses loU 
NouB ont enferm^s one fois 
An Bein d*ane fosse profonde, 
Adiea bons vins et bon repas. 
Ma science ne trouve pas 
Des- cabarets en I'antre monde. 

From Mainard, Gombauld, and De Cailly, old French 
poet8| some of the best epigrams of the English langnagc 
are borrowed. 



VOL. II. 
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ODE LIII. 

When I behold the festive train 
Of dancing youth^ I *m young again ! 
Memory wakes her magic trance. 
And wings me lightly through the dance. 
Come, Cybeba, smiling maid ! 
Cull the flower and twine the braid ; 
Bid the blush of summer's rose 
Burn upon my brow of snows ; 

Bid the blush qf 8ummer''8 rose 

Bum upon my brow qf snows; ^c] Licetns, in his 
Hieroglyphica, qaoting two of onr poet's odes, where he 
calls for garlands, remarks, << Constat igitur floreas coro- 
nas poetis et potantibas in symposio convenire, non antem 
sapientibns et philosophiam affectantibas." — ** It appears 
that wreaths of flowers were adapted for poets and revel- 
lers at banqaets, but by no means became those who had 
pretensions to wisdom and philosophy." On this princi- 



ODES OF ANACREON. 55 

let me, while the wild and young 
• the mazy dance along^ 
; my heap of years away, 
be as wild, as young as they, 
er haste, some cordial soul ! 
I my lips the brimming bowl; 
you will see this hoary sage 
et his locks, forget his age, 
till can.chant the festive hymn, 
till can kiss the goblet's brim ; 



IB 152d chapter, be discovers a refinement in 
scribing the garland of the poet Silenns, as fid- 
fhicb distingaisbesyhe thinks, the divine intozi- 
Silenns from that of common dmnkards, who 
ear their crowns while they drink. This, indeed, 
ibor ineptiamm" of commentators. 

[ can ki88 the goblet's brim ; i^cJ] Wine is pre- 
f Galen, as an excellent medicine for old men : 
rigidos et bnmoribos expletos calefaciat, &c. ; " 
re was Anacreon's physician. 

e2 



There is a proverb in Eriphns, as qa> 
which says, *' that wioe makes an oh 
ther he will or not" 

Oiyoy Xi7iiffi rms fiporrmSf « oori 
IlciOiiy X**^'*^ * i^iXorrof. 
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ODE LIV. 

Methinks, the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Jove — it must be he ! 
How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fdrest of Phoenician fair ! 

** This ode is written upon a picture which represented 
the rape of Earopa." Madame Dacier. 

It may perhaps be considered as a description of one 
of those coins, which the Sidonians struck off in bonoar 
of Enropa, representing a woman carried across the sea 
by a boll. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. 23. '' Si- 
donii nnmismata cum fcemin& tanri dorso insidente ac 
mare transfretante, coderunt in ejos honorem." In the 
little treatise upon the goddess of Syria, attributed very 
falsely to Lucian, there is mention of this coin, and of a 
temple dedicated by the Sidonians to Astart6, whom 
some, it appears, confounded with Europa. 

Moschns has written a very beautiful idyl on the story 
of Eoropa* 



( 
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Could any beast of vulgar vein^ 
Undaunted thus defy the main ? 
No : he descends from climes a 
He looks the God^ he breathes < 

No : he descends from climes above, 

He looks the Godf he breathes of Jove f] 1 

The God forgot himself, his beavep, f 
And a bull's form belied th' almighty . 
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ODE LV. 

While we invoke the wreathed spring. 
Resplendent rose ! to thee we 11 sing ; 
Resplendent rose, the flower of flowers, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus* bowers ; 

This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose. ** All 
antiquity (says Barnes) has prodaced nothing more beau- 
tifal." 

From the idea of peculiar excellence, which the an- 
cients attached to this flower, arose a pretty proverbial 
expression, used by Aristophanes, according to Suidas, 
fo9« fA'upnxcu, '* Yon have spoken roses,'' a phrase some- 
what similar to the '* dire des flearettes " of the French. 
In the same idea of excellence originated, I doubt not, a 
very curious application of the word ^o^ot, for which the 
inquisitive reader may consult Gaulminus upon the epi- 
thalamium of onr poet, where it is introduced in the 
romance of Theodoras. Mnretus, in one of his elegies, 
calls his mistress his rose : 
Jam te igitur rursus teneo, formosula, jam te 

(Quid trepidas?) teneo ; jam, rosa, te teneo. Eleg. 8 



^ 
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Whose virgin blush^ of chasten'd dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When pleasure's bloomy season glows, 
The Graces love to twine the rose ; 



Now I again embrace thee, dearest, 
(Tell me, wanton, why tboa fearest ?) 
Again my longing arms infold thee, 
Again, my rose, again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the mo- 
dern Latin poets, is taken from Plantns ; they were vul- 
gar and colloquial in his time, and they are among the 
elegancies of the modern Latinists. 

Passeratias alludes to the ode before us, in the begin- 
ning of his poem on the Rose : 

Carmine digna rosa est; vellem caneretnr nt illam 
Teios argnt& cecinit testndine vates. 

Reiplendeni rose ! to thee we 'U nng ;] I have passed over 
the line vw Ircctpn av^ti fjuXimv ; it is cormpt in this origi- 
nal reading, and has been very little improved by the 
annotators. I should suppose it to be an interpolation, if 
it were not for a line which occurs afterwards : ^e^i ^n 
pvetv KrfufMV, 
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rhe rose is warm Dione's bliss, 
\nd flushes like Dione's kiss ! 
])ft has the poet's magic tongue 
The rose's fair luxuriance sung ; 

\e rose U warm Dione'i blisSf i^c."] Belleaa, io a note 
n an old French poet, quoting the original here 
lMn» r*ei^p/Mt, translates it, " comme lea d^lices et 
uardises de Venus." 

1ft koMthe poet's magic tongue 

lu rose's fair luxuriance sung; Sfc,"] The following is 
ragment of the Lesbian poetess. It is cited in the 
lance of Achilles Tatios, who appears to have resolved 
nnmbers into prose. £i roir at^tffiv tiOcXay o Ztvs rriOiiy«i 
iXitf, TO ^o^oy en ruv a>dfftnr tQetaiUvt, *yra «$*< xoo'/xof , ^vratv 
xtic/jM, o^daX/xof avdiwy) Xii/UAnrof cfvdn/uflc, ttaWos d^pcnrrov 
trot crvii) A^^o^irny vpo^ivii, tvii^t<rt pvXXott KO/u^ai, tvtirnron 
dtXoif Tfvpci. TO «nr«Xoy ro Xtpvpu viXsi. 

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all their world of flowers, 
The rose would be the choice of Jove, 
And blushy the queen of every grove. 
Sweetest child of weeping morning. 
Gem, the vest of earth adorning, 



i 



62, ODES OF ANACREON. 

And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 
Have rear'd it in their tuneful shades. 
When, at the early glance of morn, 
It sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 
'T is sweet to dare the tangled fence, 
To cull the timid flowret thence. 
And wipe with tender hand away 
The tear that on its blushes lay ! 
'T is sweet to hold the infant stems. 
Yet dropping with Aurora's gems, 
And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
Tha^ from the weeping buds arise. 



'Eye of flowrets, glow of lawns, 
Bad of beaaty nars'd by dawns : 
Soft the sonl of love it breathes, 
Cypria*B brow with magic wreaths, 
And, to the Zephyr's warm caresses, 
Diffuses all its verdant tresses, 
Till, glowing with the wanton's play, 
It blushes a diviner ray ! 
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When revel reigns^ when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in every eye. 
Our rosy fillets scent exhale, 
And fill with balm the fainting gale ! 
Oh ! there is nought in nature bright, 
Where roses do not shed their light ! 
When morning paints the orient skies, 
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes ; 
The nymphs display the rose's charms, 
It mantles o'er their graceful arms ; 
Through Cytherea's form it glows, 
And mingles with the living snows. 



Vhen moruing paints the orient skies, 
ler fingers hum wUh roseate dyes; ^c] In the original 
e, he ennmerates the many epithets of beaaty, bor- 
red from roses, which were nsed by the poets, vropdt tow 
tfv. We see that poets were dignified in Greece with 
title of sages : even the careless Anacreon, who lived 
for love and volaptnonsness, was called by Plato the 
e Anacreon. Fuit haec sapientia quondam. 



i 
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The rose distils a healing balm. 
The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 
Preserves the cold inurned clay, 
And mocks thie vestige of decay : 

Preserves the cold inurned clay^ ^c] He here allndes to 
the use of the rose in embalming ; and, perhaps (as Barnes 
thinks), to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed 
the corpse of Hector. Homer's Iliad >)/. It may like- 
wise regard the ancient practice of putting garlands of 
roses on the dead, as in Statius, Theb. lib. x. 782. 

hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto 

Accnmnlant artos patri£lque in sede reponnnt 
Corpus odoratum. 
Where " veris honor,** though it mean every kind of 
flowers, may seem more particularly to refer to the rose, 
which our poet in another ode calls Upo; /xiXn/Mi. We 
read, in the Hieroglyphics of Pierius, lib. Iv. that some 
/of the ancients used to order in their wills, that roses 
should he annually scattered on their tombs, and he has 
adduced some sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose. 

And mocks the vestige qf decay :1 When he says that 
this flower prevails over time itself, he still alludes to its 
efficacy in embalment (tener& poneret ossa ros£U Pro- 
pert, lib. i. eleg. 17), or perhaps to the subsequent idea 
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i when at length, in pale declinei 

9orid beauties fade and pine, 

3et as in youth, its balmy breath 

fuses odour e'en in death ! 

! whence could such a plant have sprung ? 

end — for thus the tale is sung. 



i fragrance surviving its beauty ', for he can scarcely 
) to praise for duration the ** nioiium breves flores " 
le rose. Philostratns compares this flower with love, 
lays, that they both defy the influence of time ; xf^vov 
I Efds, ttrr ^Stf oihf. Unfortunately the similitude 
lot in their duration, but their transience. 

^et as in y<nUh, Ua imlmy breath 

iffuses odour e*en in death /] Thus Casper Barlaeus, in 

litus Nnptiarnm : 

mbrosium late rosa tunc quoque spargit odorem, 
Cum fluit, aut mnlto languida sole jacet. 

Nor then the rose its odour loses, 

When all its flushing beauties die; 
Nor less ambrosia balm diffuses, 

When withered by the solar eye! 
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When, humid, from the silvery stream, 
Effusing beauty's warmest beam, 
Venus appeared, in flushing hues, 
Mellow'd by ocean's briny dews ; 
When, in the starry courts above, 
The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 
Disclos'd the nymph of azure glance. 
The nymph who shakes the martial lance ! 
Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 
The earth produc'd an infant flower, 
Which sprung, with blushing tinctures drest. 
And wanton'd o'er its parent breast. 
The gods beheld this brilliant birth. 
And hail'd the Rose, the boon of earth ! 
With nectar drops, a ruby tide. 
The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

fVith nectar drops, a ruby tide^ 

The sweetly wrient buds they dyedy ^c] The aathor of 
the '< Penrigiliam Veneris" (a poem altribated to Catol- 
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And bade them bloom, the flowers divine 
Of him who sheds the teeming vine ; 
And bade them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the morn. 



ns, the style of wfaich appears to me to have all the 

abonred Inxnriance of a mnch later period) ascribes the 

inctnre of the rose to the blood from the woand of 

Ldonis — 

rosae 

Fasse aprino de cruore — 

ccording to the emendation of Lipsias. In the follow- 
ig epigram this hne is differently accounted for : 

Ilia quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim, 
Gradivus stricto qnem petit ense ferox, 

Affixit duris vestigia caeca rosetis, 
Albaque divino picta cruore rosa est. 

While the enamonr'd queen of joy 
Flies to protect her lovely boy. 

On vrhom the jealous war-god rushes ; 
She treads upon a thomed rose. 
And while the wound with crimson flows, 

The snowy flowret feels her blood, and blushes! 



< 
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ODE LVI. 

H Ej who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer's dew, 
And taste, uncloy'd by rich excesses. 
All the bliss that wine possesses, 
He, who inspires the youth to glance 
In winged circlets through the dance ; 
Bacchus, the god again is here, 
And leads along the blushing year ; 

'< Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Uz, lib. i« 
die Weinlese." Degen. 

This appears to be one of the hymns which were song 
at the anniversary festival of the vintage ; one of the 
itrixnyioi ^/Avoi, as oor poet himself terms them in the 6fty- 
ninth ode. We cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration 
for these relics of the religion of antiquity. Horace 
may be supposed to have written the nineteenth ode of 
his second book, and the twenty-fifth of the third, for 
some bacchanalian celebration of this kind. 
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The blushing year with rapture teems, 
Ready to shed those cordial streams, 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, 
Illuminate the sons of earth ! 
And when the ripe and vermil wine. 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine. 
Which now in mellow clusters swells, 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells, 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow. 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 



Whichf aparkling in the cup qf mtWA, 
Illuminate the sons qf earth r\ In the original oorov 
•oyoy xo/Ail^m. Madanie Dacier thinks that the poet here 
id the nepenthe of Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lib. iv. 
'his nepenthe was a something of exquisite chanDy in- 
ised by Helen into the wine of her gaests, which had 
le power of dispelling every anxiety. A French writer, 
ith very elegant gallantry, conjectures that this spell, 
rhich made the bowl so beguiling, was the charm of 
lelen's conTersation. See De Mer£, quoted by Bayle, 
rt. Helene. 

VOL. 11. F 



1^0 neart shall then despon 
For wine shall bid despond 
Thus — till another autumn' 
Shall bid another tintage fk 
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ODE LVIL 

And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed ? 
And^ in frenzied flight of soul 
Sublime as heaven's eternal pole^ 

This ode is a very animated description of a pietnre 
Venus on a discos, vrbich represented the goddess in 
r first emergence from the waves. Aboat two ccnla- 
s after «ur poet wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles 
ibellished this subject, in his famous painting of the 
nns Anadyomen^, the mode) of which, as Pliny informs 
was the beautiful Campaspe, given to him by Alexan- 
* ; though, according to Na talis Comes, lib. vii. cap. 16, 
iras Phryne who sat to Apelles for the face and breast 
this Venusu 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode 
We US, which have influenced Faber, Heyne, Bronck, 
• to denounce the whole poem as spurious. Nou ego 
leis offendar maculis. I think it is beautiful enough to 
anthentic. 

F 2 
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Lie fnintly glowing^ half-conceal'd. 
Within the lucid billows veil'd. 
Light as the leaf, that summer's breeze 
Has wafted o'er the glassy seas^ 
She floats upon the ocean's breast, 
Which undulates in sleepy rest, 
And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose, 
Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 



Her boaomy like the humid rose^ ^c] '* Pe}t«y (says an 
^Donjmous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the 
l>osoin." Neither Catailns nor Gray have been of his 
«pimon. The former has the expression, 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 

And the latter, 

Lo ! where the rosy-bosom'd hours, &c. 

Crottus, II modem Latinist, might indeed be censured 
for too vagoe an use of the epithet '< rosy," when he ap- 
plies It tp the .eyes : '' e roseis ocalis." 
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Illume the liquid path she traces. 
And burn Mrithin the stream's embraces ! 
In languid luxury soft she glides, 
Encircled by the azure tides, 
Like some fair lily, faint with weeping. 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen's inspiring glance. 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 

^— young De$irey ^c] In the original *l/Mpos, 

who was the same deity with Jocas among the Romans. 
Aarelius Angurellus has a poem beginning 

Invitat olim Bacchns ad ctKoam saos 
Comon, Jocnm, Capidinem. 

Which Parnell has closely imitated : 

Gay Bacchus, liking £stcourt*s wine, 

A noble meal bespoke ns ; 
And for the guests that were to dine, 

Brought Comusy Love, and Jocus, Sec. 
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e, sparkling on the silver waves, 
tenants of the briny caves 
ind the pomp in eddies play, 
gleam along the watery way. 




ODE LVIII. 

When gold, as fleet as zepL 
Escapes like any faithless m 
And flies me (as he flies me 
Do I pursue him ? never; ne 

I have followed Barnes's arrangemi 
deviates somewhat from the Vatican IM 
to me the more natural order. 

When goldy as fleet as zephyr's pinionf 
Escapes like any faithless minion, tfc. 
*0 Zptnerm's o xp^^s* There is a kin< 
words, as Madame Dacier has aireac 
Chrysos, which signifies gold, was als< 
for a slave. In one of Lncian*s dial 
think, a similar play npon the word, w 
of ChrysiDons arp n^tt^A — ii-- " 
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No^ let the false deserter go. 
For who would court his direst foe i 
Hut, when I feel my lightened mind 
No more by ties of gold confin'd, 
I loosen all my clinging cares^ 
And cast them to the vagrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Muse's spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 



^«7ii. This grace of iteration has already been taken 

Ootice of. Thoagh sometimes merely a playful beauty, 

it is peculiarly expressive of impassioned sentiment, and 

v^e may easily believe that it was one of the many 

sources of that energetic sensibility which breathed 

through the style of Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet. Poet. 

Dial. 9. It will not be said that this is a mechanical 

ornament by any one who can feel its charm in those 

lines of Catullus, where he complains of the infidelity of 

his mistress, Lesbia. 

Coeli, Lesbia nostra, Licsbia ilia, 
Ilia Lesbia, quam Catullus unam. 
Plus quam se atquc suos amavit omnes. 
Nunc, Sic, 

Si sic omnia dixisset! but the rest does not bear citation. 
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Thus, when mj heart is s\ 

How little gold deserves a 

The winged slave returns • 

And with him wafts delici< 

Of racy wine, whose bain 

In slumber seals the anxio 

Again he tries my soul to : 

From love and song, perhs 

Away, deceiver ! why purs 

Ceaseless thus my heart's i 

Sweet is the song of amor 

Sweet are the sighs that thj 

Oh ! sweeter far than all ti 

The waftage of thy wings 
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inted all bis bowl of blisses. 

ad desires and hallow'd kisses, y^ 

' to baunts of sordid men, N 

e not near the bard again ; ^ ^' ' 

itter in the Muse's shade, 

rom her bower the tuneful maid ; 

inted aU hU bawl qf bli$$es, 

nd desires and haUow'd kiasea."] Original : 

4>iXy)yMdtrMy $( xiSvaw, 
Tlodwy xvTiXXa xipvns, 

has '* Desideriqne temperare pocolnm/* not 
ly, however, like Anacreon, but importing the 
res of the witches. By '' cups of kisses" our 
allude to a fovourite gallantry among the an- 

drinking when the lips of their mistresses had 
he brim : 

[>r leave a kiss within the cup, 
id I '11 not ask for wine.'' 

n Jonson's translation from Pfailostratns ; and 
IS a conceit upon the same idea, *' *!»« xai vimf 
xns," *' that you may at once both drink and 
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^^^ tiiunient of poe 
When my full soul^ in 
Pours o'er the lyre its 
Away, away ! to work 
Who feel not this divin 
And with thy gay, fallat 
Dazzle their unrefined g 
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ODE LIX. 

LED by the solar beam^ 

the fiery clusters teem, 
iier baskets borne along 
11 the festal vintage throng, 
osy youths and virgins fair, 

as the melting fruits they bear. 
', now they press the pregnant grapes, 
now the captive stream escapes, 

! title EiriXY)yiof ifMos^ which Barnes has given to 
de, is by no means appropriate. We have already 
ne of those hymns (ode 56), but this is a descriptioa 
; vintage ; and the title %it oivov, which it bears in 
atican MS. is more correct than any that have been 
sted. 

gen, in the trne spirit of literary scepticism, donbts 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason 
icb a suspicion. '* Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum 
e quare /' but this is far from satisfieictory criticism. 
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While^ round the vat's impui 
The choral song, the vintage 
Of rosy youths and virgins f 
Steals on the cloy'd and pan 
Mark^ how they drink, with i 
The orient tide that sparklin] 
The infant balm of all their 
The infant Bacchus, born in 
When he, whose verging yea: 
As deep into the vale as mim 
When he inhales die vintage- 
His heart is fire, bis foot's a 
And as he flies, his hoary hai 
Plays truant widi the wanton 



iin-!i- ^1, _ 
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mpassion'd seeks the shadowy grove^ 
rherCy in the tempting guise of love 
lecliningy sleeps some witching maid^ 
^hose sunny charms^ but half displayed, 
lush through the bower^ that^ closely twin'd, 
xcludes the kisses of the wind ! 
he virgin wakes^ the glowing boy 
llures her to th' embrace of joy ; 
i^ears that the herbage heaven had spread, 
^as sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

Swears that the herbage heaven had spread. 
Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; SfcJ] The original here 
s been variously interpreted. Some, in their zeal for 
r author's parity, have supposed, that the youth only 
rsnades her to a premature marriage. Others nnder- 
ind from the words mpoioriy *fa/Mn jtna^i that he 
luces her to a violation of the nuptial vow. The torn 
lich I have given it is somewhat like the sentiment of 
iloisa, ''amorem conjugio, libertatem vinculo prae- 
Te." (See her original Letters.) The Italian transla- 
»ns have almost all wantoned upon this description; 
t that of Marchetti is indeed " nimium lubricus aspici." 
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M. tic «ii^ui weepSy uie ¥ii) 
He kissed her lips, he kiss 
The sigfa was balm, the t 
They only rais'd his flame 
And oh ! he stole the sw( 
That ever bloomed in any 

Such is the madness wine 
Whene'er it steals on youl 
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ODE LX. 

K£ to life, my dulcet shell, 
hoebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 
liough no glorious prize be thine, 
Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
very hour is glory's hour 
m who gathers wisdom's flower ! 

rmn to Apollo is supposed not to have been 
y Anacreon, and it certainly is rather a sob- 
it than the Teian wing is accustomed to soar, 
ight not to judge from this diversity of style, 
}f whom time has preserved such partial relict. 
iw Horace but as a satirist, should we easily 
lere could dwell such animation in his lyre? 
's that our poet wrote hymns, and this perhaps 
.hem. We can perceive in what an altered and 
state his works are at present, when we find a 
ipon Horace citing an ode from the third book 
>on. 

II. G 
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Then wake thee from thy magic slumbers. 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 
Which, as my trembling lips repeat. 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes. 
As down Cayster's tide he floats. 
Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air. 
Which amorously lingers round. 
And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 
Thy Phoebus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear, 
And hallow'd is the wreath I wear, 
Hallow'd by him, the god of lays. 
Who modulates the choral maze ! 
I sing the love which Daphne twin'd 
Around the godhead's yielding mind ; 
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g the blushing Daphne's flight 
Q this ffithereal youth of light ; 

how the tender, timid maid 
^ panting to the kindly shade, 
gn'd a form, too tempting fair, 

grew a verdant laurel there ; 
)se leaves, with sympathetic thrill, 
3rror seem'd to tremble still ! 



ow the tender, timid maid 

jonUmg to the kindly shade, Sfc,"] Original : 

To fMTt {xfTf^ivtyi xirrpcf, 

the word xivr^y here has a doable force, as it 
nifies that ''omniani parentem, qaam sanctns 
6rc. Sec.** (See Martial.) In order to confirm 
sort of the word here, those who are cnrlons in 
dings, may place the stop after ^vffe«r, thus : 

To fjAv ixiTf^ivtyi xtyr^y 

G 2 
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The god pursu'd^ with wing'd desire; 
And when his hopes were all on fire. 
And when he thought to hear die sigh 
With which enamour'd vii^ins die. 
He only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
But oh^ my soul ! no more — no mocei 
Enthusiast^ whither do I soar ? 
This sweetly-mad'ning dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts^ 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone. 
Can tell the darts that wound my own i 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

Still be Anacreon, still inspire 

The descant qf the Teian lyre:] The ^iginal is 
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Still let the nectar'd numbers floaty 
Distilling love in every note I 
And vvhen the youth, whose burning soul 
Has felt the Paphian star's control, 

axfiorra /AifjiH, I have translated it under the supposi- 
•n that the hymn is by Anacreon ; though I fear, from 
is very line, that his claim to it can scarcely be sup- 
rted. • 

Toy AfAKftorra /xtfAs, ^* Imitate Anacreon." Such is the 
son given us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple 
gance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful fell- 
ies of fancy, be a charm which invites or deserves 
tatioD, where shall we find such a guide as Anacreon ? 
morality too, with some little reserve, I think we 
;ht not blush to follow in his footsteps. For if bis 
g be the language of his heart, though luxurious and 
ixed, he was artless and benevolent; and who would 
forgive a few irregularities, when atoned for by vir- 
I so rare and so endearing ? When we think of the 
timent in those lines : 

Away ! I hate the slanderous dart. 
Which steals to wound th' unwary heart, 

r many are there in the world, to whom we would 
h to say. Toy Afoixptorra /i,ifi.9 1 
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And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 

Here ends the last of the odes in the "V 
whose authority coD6rm8 the genuine antiqi 
all, though a few have stolen among the nu 
we may hesitate in attributing to Anacrc 
little essay prefixed to this translation, I ol 
Barnes has quoted this manuscript incone 
upon an imperfect copy of it, which Isaac 
taken -, I shall just mention two or three ins 
inaccuracy, the first which occur to me. ] 
the Dove, on the words TIrtfoiai ov^jMiXtn 
'' Vatican MS. <ru9x«a(J«y, etiam Prisciano in 
the MS. reads ffvyxaXth|/«, with wvxiaam interl 
too, on the same line, is somewhat in ei 
twenty-second ode of this series, line thirte< 
has rcvit) with tti interlined, and Barnes imp 
roaflinof t\£ fsv^tt. Tn the fiftvaseveuth. line tv 
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ODE LXT. 

Golden hues of youth are fled ; 
Hoary locks deform my head. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay. 
All the flowers of life decay. 

The intrasion of this melancholy ode, amoog the care- 
ts levities of our poet, has always reminded me of the 
eletons which the Egyptians used to hang up in their 
nqaet-rooms, to inculcate a thought of mortality even 
lidst the dissipations of mirth. If it were not for the 
anty of its numbers, the Teian Muse should disown 
is (Mle. Quid habet illins, illius quae spirabat amores ? 
To Stobaens we are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graces^ dalliance gay, 

AU the flowers qf life decay,"] Horace often, with feel- 
g and elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoy- 
ents. See book ii. ode il; and tlms in the second 
listle, book ii. 

Singula de nobis anni praedantur euntes. 
Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum. 
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Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o'er my face ; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom. 
All the future must be gloom ! 
This awakes my hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto's is a dark abode^ 
Sad the journey^ sad the road : 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away; 
And wafts from onr enamonr*d arms 
The banqnet's mirth, the virgin's charms. 

Dreary is the thought of dying! ifc] Regnier, a 
libertine French poet, has written some sonnets on the 
approach of death, fall of gloomy and trembling repen- 
tance. Chanlien, however, supports more consistently 
the spirit of the Epicurean philosopher. See his poem, 
addressed to the Marqnis La Farre. 

Plnsj'approche dn terme etmoins je le redonte, &c. 

I shall leave it to the moralist to make his reflections 
here: it is impossible to be very anacreontic on socha 
subject. 
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I, the gloomy travel o'er, 
! we can return no more ! 



the gloomy travel o'er, 

we can return no more f] Scaliger, upon Catnllns'R 
)wn lines, ** Qui nnnc it per iter, &c." remarks, 
heron, with the same idea, is called ayifo^or by 
tos, and Zv9%*Zpo/Ms by Nicander. 
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ODE 1 

Fill me^ boy, as deep 
As e'er was fill'd, as e'e 
But let the water amply 
To cool the grape's intei 



This ode consists of two fragi 
foand in AthenaeoSy book x. and * 
similarity of their tendency, has 
think this a very justifiable libert 
in some other fragments of our p< 

Degen refers as here to verses of 

But let the water amply flow. 
To cool tho ' — 
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et not the fiery god be single^ 

ut with the nymphs in union mingle. 

or though the bowl's the grave of sadness, 

*h ! be it ne'er the birth of madness ! 

^o, banish from our board to-night 

he revelries of rude delight ! 

o Scythians leave these wild excesses, 

^urs be the joy that soothes and blesses ! 

Ardentem ex utero Semeles lav^re Lyaeum 
Naiades, extiucto falminis igDe sacri ;-' 

Cam nymphis igitur tractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Candenti rursus fulmine corripitur. 

Pierias Valerianus. 

^hich is, non verbum verbo. 

While heavenly fire consamM his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught yonng Bacchus from the flame, 

And dipp'd him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Still, still he loves the sea-maid*s crystal urn, 
And when his native fires infuriate bum, 

l^e bathes him in the fountain of the nympli. 



BeguUing every hour along 
With harmony of soul and a 
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ODE LXIII. 

re, the soft and blooming child^ 
the harp in descant wild ; 

e, the babe of Cyprian bowers^ 

f, who breathes and blushes flowers ! 
e^ for heaven and earth adore him^ 
Is and mortals bow before him ! 



Tagment is preserved in Clemens Alexandrinas, 
. vi. and in Arsenins, Collect. Graec." Barnes, 
ars to have been the opening of a hymn in 
Love. 
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ODE LXIV 

Haste thee^ nymph, whose v 
Wounds the fleeting mountain 
Dian, Jove's immortal child^ 
Huntress of the savage wild ! 



This hymn to Diana is extant in I 
is an anecdote of onr poet, which ha 
whether he ever wrote any odes of 1 
lated by the Scholiast upon Pindar (Is 
as cited by Barnes). Anacreon beinj 
dressed all his hymns to women, and 
answered, *' Because women are my < 

I have assumed the same liberty in 
dote, which I have done in translatin 
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Idess with the sun-bright hair ! 
:eii to the people's prayer, 
n, to Lethe's river turn, 
ire thy vanquished people mourn ! 
ne to Lethe's wavy shore, 
^re thy people's peace restore, 
ne their hearts, their altars thine ; 
m ! must they — must they pine ? 

, to Lethe^s river turn, 

i thy vanquUh'd people mourn!] Lethe, a river of 

according to Strabo, falling into the Meander: 

it was sitnated the town Magnesia, in favour of 
inhabitants onr poet is supposed to have addressed 
ipUcation to Diana. It was written (as Madame 

conjectures) on the occasion of some battle, in 
:he Magnesians had been defeated. 
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ODE L 

Like some wanton filly s( 
Maid of Thrace ! thou fly* 
Wanton filly ! tell me why 
Thou trip'st away, with sco^ 
And seem'st to think my doi 
Is novice in the bridling art ? 



This ode, which is addressed to 
exists in Heraclides, aud has been in 
by Horace, as all the annotators hav 
Dacier rejects the allegory, vrhi< 
throughoat it, and supposes it to h 
a young mare belonffi— - " 
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Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 
Thou'lt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins upon that tender form, 
However wild, however warm ! 
Thou'lt own that I can tame thy force, 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
HThough wasting now thy careless hours, . 
Thou sport amid the herbs and flowers, 
Tliou soon shalt feel the rein's control, 
And tremble at the wish'd-for goal ! 



VOL. II. H 
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ODE 

J° '^''' Ae Queen 
l^l^^ of all that fai 

• 'I *^*' *°« Wushi„ 
^*o rul'^t the world , 

]am;». '*^ Cited as o ««•• 
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And oh ! thou nuptial Power^ to thee 
Who bear'st of life the guardian key ; 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 
For thee, O Queen ! I wake the lyre. 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire ! 
And oh ! for thee^ thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 
Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms. 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 
Before the lovely, trembling prey, 
like a young birdling, wing away ! 
Oh ! Stratocles, impassion'd youth ! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth. 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own ; 

H 2 
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Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye. 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh ! 
To those bewitching beauties turn ; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and bum, 
Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers^ 
Then she unrivall'd bloom discloses^ 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses ! 
Oh ! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree. 
To blush like her, and bloom like thee ! 

And faster there an ififant tree, 

To blush like her, and bloom like theef] Original 
Kvcrapirror $• oi^vxoi aw in xt)««. Passeratias, upou the 
words '^ cum castum amisit florem," iu the nuptial song 
of Catiillns, after explaining *' flos" in somewhat a simi- 
lar sense to that which Gaulminns attributes to ^^ 
says, *< Hortum qtioque vocant in quo flos ille carpitur, 
et Grceci^ xnwov «s-i to j^rj€fl«oy tfmaiKtn.** 
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May I remark, that the author of the Greek version 
this charming ode of Catullus, has neglected a most 
rikiog and anacreontic beauty in those verses '* Ut flos 
> septis, ^c.** which is the repetition of the line, ** Multi 
lam pueri, multse optavdre puellae," with the slight 
Iteration of nuUi and nullae. Catullus himself, however, 
AS been equally injudicious in his Tersion of the famous 
<]e of Sappho ; he has translated f%}M9*i <V<^y» but 
^kes no notice of ah pmwxs, Horace has caught the 
pirit of it more faithfully : 

Dolce ridentem Lalagen aniabo 
Dulce loquentem. 



r 
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GKXTLEjonth! who 

Such a soft and girfisi 

Why, repulsive, why r 

The friendship which i 

ITwo Utde know'st the 

With which Ay virtue i 

Then smOe not on my j 

Believe me, oft with co 

I Uve formed Ah poem „f 
figment,, which M, liberty th,, 

bytheex«„p,eofB,rne.,who 
fifty-«>»enth of hi. edition, wd 

ep"g«iiM. 
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I've chain'd the ears of tender age. 
And boys have lov'd the prattling sage ! 
Por mine is many a soothing pleasure^ 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamless mind, 
Whose earthly vision, unrefin'd, 
Nature has never form'd to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! 
Simplicity, the flower of heaven, 
To souls elect, by nature given ! 

Awi boys have lot'd ihe praitling sage!] Mongieor 
)haaliea has given a very amiable idea of an old man's 
Btercourse with youth : 

Qae cherch^ par les jeunes gens, 
Pour leurs erreurs plein d'indalgence, 
Je tolere lear impradence 

£n favear de leurs agr^mens. 




ODE I 

The stream of AmaJfc 

Nor should I ask to c 

^f the Tartessian prfi 

To totter through his t 

The victim of decJimn 

Oue littJe hour of joy t 

Is worth a dull eternitj 

'*^" ''"*»«" "preserved in t 
Of the Tartettim »r*-^ 

"'V years; and r#»i<»n^ ^_ 
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ODE XLIX. 

Neptune's sullen month appears^ 
Dgry night-cloud swells with tears ; 
avage storms^ infuriate driven^ 
>w1ing in the face of heaven ! 
now^ my friends^ the gathering gloom 
roseate rays of wine illume : 
/hile our wreaths of parsley spread 
fadeless foliage round our head^ 
hymn th' almighty power of wine, 
bed libations on his shrine ! 



is composed of two fragments ; the seventieth 
faty-first in Barnes. They are both found in 
ins. 



e 



I 



They wove the lotus 
And fan with pensile \ 
And every guest, to sh 
Three little breathing c 

Three fragments from this li 

Pre«rved in Atbenans. Thei 

seventy-fifth, and eighty-third,! 

^nd every guea, to $hade hU ht 

Three little breathing chaplete 

to give an idea of the luxnrions . 

lands were held by the ancients 

a conrtezan, who, in order to gr 

out leaving cause for jealonsy wi 

, '» »"«'> '« the other drink af 

iMdon the brow of the third J so 
with h<g favour, and flattered hims 
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And one was of Egyptian leaf^ 

The rest were roses, fair and brief ! 

While from a golden vase profound, 

To all on flowery beds around, 

A goblet-nymph, of heavenly shape, 

Pour'd the rich weepings of the grape ! 
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ODE LXXI. 

• 

A BROKEN cake^ with honey sweet. 
Is all my spare and simple treat : 
And while a generous bowl I crown 
To float my little banquet down, 
I take the soft, the amorous lyre, 
And sing of love's delicious fire ! 
In mirthful measures warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 

This poem is compiled by Barnes, from AthcDsens, 
HephacstioD, and Arsenius. See Barnes, 80th. 



ODES OF ANACREON. 113 



ODE LXXII. 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung, 
And while I wake them all for thee, 

Thou, O virgin, wild and young, 
Disport'st in airy levity. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 
Its antler'd mother leaves behind, 

is not more wantonly afraid. 

More timid of the rustling wind ! 



This I have formed from the eighty-fonrth and eighty- 
fifth of Barnes's edition. The two fragments are found 
in Athenaens. 

The nursling fawn, tfuU in some shade 
Its antler'd mother kaoes behind^ Sfc,"] In the original : 

AiroXii^dci; thro fAwr^ot, 




, — . ..»««. all appuea ic in U 
and she seems to agree in the conjee 
upon Pindar, that perhaps horns are 
to the males. I think we may with 
it to be a license of the poet, '^ ju 



comua." 
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ODE LXXIII. 

Fare thee well^ perfidious maid! 
My soul, too long on earth delay'd, 
Delayed, perfidious girl ! by thee, 
Is now on wing for liberty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 
Since thou hast ceas'd to love me here ! 



This fragment is preserved by the scbbliast upon Aris- 
phanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 




ODE 

I BLooM'o awhile. 

Till love approach'o 

And made my tende 

The wounds of his s 

Then, then I feel, lii 

That tosses on the w 



This is to be found io Hep 
ninth of Barnes's edition. 

I """there apologize for 01 

fragment impated to onr poet 
which is preserved in the twel 
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ODE LXXV. 

^ARCH Love! resistless boy, 
1 whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 

nymphsy that glance ethereal blue, 
)orting tread the mountain-dew ; 
pitious, oh ! receive my sighs, 
ch, burning with entreaty, rise ; 
t thou wilt whisper to the breast 
her I love thy soft behest ; 
. counsel her to learn from thee, 

lesson thou hast taught to me. 

if my heart no flattery tell, 
lu'lt own I've learn'd that lesson well ! 

ragmen t is preserved by Dion Chrysostom. Orat 
egoo. See Barnes, 93. 

,. II. I 
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ODE LXXVI. 

Spirit of Love^ whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze^ in golden twine ; 
Come^ within a fragrant cloud 
Blushing with light, thy votary shroud ; 

This fragmenty which is extant in Athensens (Barnes, 
101), is supposed, on the aothority of Chamaeleon, to 
have been addressed to Sappho. We have also a stanza 
attributed to her, which some romancers have supposed 
to be her answer to Anacreon. '^ Mais par malheur (as 
Bayle says), Sappho vint an roonde environ cent on six 
vingt ans avant Anacreon/' Nouvelles de la R^p. des 
Lett. torn. ii. de Novembre, 1684. The following is her 
fragment, the compliment of which is very 6nely ima- 
gined ; she supposes that the Muse has dictated the verses 
of Anacreon : 

Kiivov, 01 ^wrcl^povt Mwr' tvKmnf 
*Y/Ayov, IX rv>; xaXXi<yvvaixof ivOxets 
Tt)ioy X'^f ' ^* ««*?« rtpt^v! 
Ufivfivs ayavos. 
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And^ on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft^ oh ! ivaft me hence away ! 
Love ! my soul is full of thee. 
Alive to all thy luxury. 
But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The pretty Lesbian mocks my woe ; 
Smiles at the hoar and silver'd hues, 
Which time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! I fear she keeps her charms. 
In store for younger, happier arms ! 



Oh Mnse ! who sit'st on golden throne, 
Foil many a hymn of doket tone 

The Teian sage is taught by thee; 
But, Goddess, from thy throne of gold, 
The sweetest hymn thoo'st ever told, 

He lately leam'd and ^ang for me. 



I 2 
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ODE LXXVII. 

Hither^ gentle Muse of mine. 
Come and teach thy votary old, 

Many a golden hymn divine, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 
Listen to a hoary sage. 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold ! 

This is formed of the 124th and 119th fragmento in 
Barnes, both of which are to be foand in Scaliger's 
Poetics. 

De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and conplets, 
which Scaliger has addnced as examples in his Poetics, 
are by no means authentic, but of his own fabrication. 
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ODE LXXVIII. 

AVouLD that I were a tuneful lyre, 

Of bumish'd ivory fair; 
Which, in the Dionysian choir, 

Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that I were a golden vase, 
And then some nymph should hold 

My spotless frame, with blushing grace. 
Herself as pure as gold ! 



This is generally inserted among the remains of Alcseus. 
Some, however, have attributed it to Anacreon. See 
oar poet's twenty-second ode, and the notes. 



€ 



ODE l: 

When Capid sees my b. 

Which blanching Tinle fa 

Upon his wing of golden 

He panes with an eagiet* 

And flitting on fae seems i 

" Fare thee weU, tbon 'st 



S«e Bm«», irsd. 11,8,6-, 

«^en the liberty of «ldi,«, hi; 
onp-j. I. cited b, Ud^ i. 
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piD, whose lamp has lent the my, 
lich lightens our meandering way ; 
pid within my bosom stealing, 
cites a strange and mingled feeling, 
lich pleases, though severely teasing, 
d teases, though divinely pleasing ! 



esy 125tli. This, if I remember light, is in Scali- 
'oetics. Gail has omitted it in his coHection of 
ots. 



i 



Let me resign a wretched 
Since how remains to m 

No other balm than kindly 
To sooth my misery ! 

This fragmeot is extant in Aneni 
See Barnes (69Ui), who has arranged 
eleganUy. 
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I KNOW thou loT'st a brimming measure. 
And art a kindly^ cordial host; 

But let me fill and drink at pleasure. 
Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 



Barnes, 73d. This fragment, which is qaoted by 
Athenaens, is an ezceUent lesson for the votaries of 
Japiter Hospitalis. 



t 



1 



1 FEAR that loTe disti 
Yet feel not love's i 

I think there's madnesi 
Yet cannot find that 

This fragment is in Hephaestic 
CataUns estpresses something 
feelings : 

Odi et amo ; qnare id iaciam f< 
Nescio : sed fieri sentio, ezcnu 

I love thee and hate thee, bat if ] 
The caase of my love and my I 

I can feel it, alas I I can feel it to 
That I love thee and bate thee. 
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DM dread Leucadia's frowning steep^ 
plunge into the whitening deep : 
1 there 111 float, to waves resigned, 
' Love intoxicates my mind ! 

also is in Hephtestion, and perhaps is a fhigment 
i poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated 
> of Sappho. It is the IfSd of Barnes. 



I 
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Mix me, child, a cup divine. 
Crystal water, ruby wine : 
Weave the frontlet, richly flushii^. 
O'er my wintry temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmer — Love and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try. 
Here — upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul ! 

This fragment is collected by Baroes from Demetrins 
Pbalareus, and Eustathius, and is subjoined in his edition 
to the epigrams attributed to our poet. And here is the 
last of those little scattered flowers, which I thought I 
might venture with any grace to transplant. I wish it 
could be said of the garland which they form. To Z* «{' 
Avcutptovrog. 
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^MONG the Epigrams of the Anthologia^ there 
are some panegyrics on Anacreon^ which I 
had translated^ and originally intended as a 
kind of Coronis to the work ; but I found 
upon consideration^ that they wanted variety; 
a frequent recurrence of the same thought^ 
within the limits of an epitaph^ to which they 
are confined, would render a collection of 
them rather uninteresting. I shall take the 
liberty, however, of subjoining a few, that I 
may not appear to have totally neglected 
those elegant tributes to the reputation of 
Anacreon. The four epigrams which I 
give are imputed to Antipater Sidonius. 
They are rendered, perhaps, with too much 
freedom ; but designing a translation of all 
that are on the subject, I imagined it was 
necessary to enliven their uniformity by some- 
times indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 






OMrm, £K 



9AAAOI rerpasoftmfifi^ A 

K19WVC 

dfipa rt Xafutrtnr wopfpfuttf 
rtfyat ^ a/ryiroErrtK araSkifim 

of pa «c rot 0To^cif « ra« area r 
<* ^« rif ^fiiroii Xfiifiwrtrai 

vaira liarKuaa^ tnai ftvv ipu 



Around the tomb, oh, bard < 



ODES OF ANACREON. 131 

« 

And many a fount shall there distil. 
And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But wine shall gush in every rill. 
And every fount be milky showers. 

Thus, shade of him^ whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure. 

Who gave to love his warmest thought, 
Who gave to love his fondest measure ! 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel. 

Thou may'st from odours round thee stream- 
ing, 

A pulse of past enjoyment steal. 
And live again in blissful dreaming ! 



Antipater Sidonios, the author of this epigram, lived, 
according to Yossius, de Poetia Grsecis, in the second 
year of the i69th Olympiad. He appears, from what 
Cicero and Qaintilian have said of him, to have been a 



/ 



^ |,.. %.x.ui«iia auviii U18 Illness an 

meDtioned as carious by Pliny and 
remain of his Mrorks but a few epig 
.logia, among which are these I hi 
Anacreon. Those remains have been 
to another poet* of the same name 
gives us the following account : '* Ac 
censis vixit tempore August! Caesari 
viderit Pyladem, sicut constat ex qui 
mate AfioXo^ieu, lib. iv. tit. us opy^ 
Bathyllum primos fuisse pantomimo 
claruisse, satis notnm ex Dione, &c. i 

The reader, who thinks it worth ob 
strange oversight in Hoffman's quota 
from Vossins, Lexic. Univers. By 
sentence he has made Vossios assert t 
pater was one of the first pantomime 

Barnes, upon the epigram before us, 
of it by Brodsus, which is not to be 
mentator; but he more than once c< 
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T« a 



i/r«, «c Tov avTOv. 



TTMB02 AvaKpHovTog. 6 Tiyibc evda^e KVKvog 

*£v^£iy yri vaihuv (taporarti fiayiri, 
Axfifiv XeipioevTi fieXiisrai afii^i Ba0vXX6» 

'l/jiepa' Kai Kitrtru XevKog trBade XtOot. 
Ov^ Ai'^rig aoi epurat aTSfffisaeV ty ^ AyBpovTo<: 

iiv^ oXog ahiVHi ILvirpidi Oepfiorepti, 

Here sleeps AnacreoDy in thb ivied shade ; 
Here mute in death the Teian swan is laid. 
Coldy cold the hearty which liv'd but to respire 
All the voluptuous frenzy of desire ! 



■the Teian ewan U laid.^ That Horace of Pindar : 



Malta Dircaeam levat aura cycnam. 

A swan wn» the hieroglyphical emblem of a poet. Ana- 
creon has been called the twan of Teos by another of his 
eulogists. 

VOL. II. K 
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And yet, oh Bard ! thou art^not mute in death, 
Still, still we catch thy lyre's delicious breadi; 
And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom, 
Green as the ivy round the mouldering tomb! 

Ev TOif fMXixf^ii 'Iv»i^d*ai 9wrf9pw 
Av«t<9>' Ay^xftorroy Ti^iov atvityovy 

EvTivitfy Af OoXoy. 

God of the grape I thoa hast betray'd 

In wine*8 bewildering dream. 
The fairest swan that ever play'd 
Aloug the Mese's stream ! 
The Teian, nars'd with all those honeyed boys, 
The yoang Desires, light Loves, and rose-lipp'd Joys* 

SHU, sHll we caick thy lyre's dOicious hreaih;] Tbos 
Simonides, speaking of onr poet : 

MoXvDf )' 8 XviOt) /MXtTtftn^ aXX' iri imivo 
QflcpCiroy «$> ^eam itnaurv tiy a7Sv). 

Nor yet are all his numbers mote, 
Though dark within the tomb he lies ; 

But living still, his amorous lute 
With sleepless animation sighs! 
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yet has death obscur'd thy fire of love, 
still it lights thee through the Ely sian grove; 
dreams are thine, that bless th' elect alone, 
Venus calls thee even in death her own ! 



8 the fomom SimoDidet, whom Ptoto tty1ed^< di?iae/* 
h Le Fe?rey in hisPoetet Greet, toppotef that the 
UDS under his name are all falsely impnted. The 
considerable of his remains is a satirical poem opon 
(n, preserved by Stobaens, 4^7^ iyvy«iic*w. 
i may judge from the lines I have jast quoted, and 
nport of the epigram before us> that the works of 
reon were perfect in the times of Simonides and 
later. Obsopoens, the commentator here, appears 
;ult in their destruction, and telling us they were 
id by the bishops and patriarchs, he adds, ^'nec 
id necquicquam fecerunt," attriboting to this out- 
an effect which it could never produce. 



ft I 
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Ttt avnt, £cc rov avr 

EEINEy ra^oyrapa Xtroy Ayaxp 

£c Ti rot £K fiipKuy tiKder tfioy 
^reteoy tfiij aroiitif aniiroy yavoc 

CKfa yrfirfas ra/jia yori^o/Jitya, 
'He o A(ovi/O'0 fisfiekijfieyoi tiaai ku 

'Ac o ^i\aK/>i|7^ avyrpo^oi dpfio 
MtiSs Kara^ifitvof ^^^^ ^'X^ ^^ 

Toy yeyBTi fAsparuy ympoy o^nki 

Oh stranger! if Anacreon's s 
Has ever taught thy heart to s 
With passion's throb or pleasi 
In pity turn, as wandering nig 
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. And drop thy goblet's richest tear 
In exquisite libation here ! 

if Anacrean*8 shell 

Ha» ever taught thy heart to eweUf 4*tf*] We may gness 
from the words fx fiiCxan t/Mn, that Anacreoo was not 
merely a writer of billets-doaz, as some French critics 
have called him. Amongst these Mr. Le Fevre, with all 
his professed admiration, has gi?en onr poet a character 
by DO means of an elevated cast : 

Aussi c'est pour cela qne la posterity 
L'a tonjours justement d'age en age chants 
Comme nn franc gognenard, ami de goinfrerie, 
Ami de billets-doax et de badiuerie. 

See the verses prefixed to his Poetes Grecs. This is 
unlike the language of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is 
indebted for the following simple euloginm : 

Elf Avattpiorr^ oy^piccvrtf. 

00(tfai roy aytpiarra rrrov, « ^ivi, 

fftrn^tf, xdi Xi7', ivdtv fs oixov lyOitf* 
Ayaxptoyror f ixov' ii^oy iv Tim. 

TM wpoaO' » ri tnfivnm uiovoiw. 



t 
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So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 
I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys diat once were mine, 

Upon the Statue of Anacreoii. 

Stranger I who near this statae chance to roam. 
Let it awhile yonr stndious eyes engage ; 

And you may say, retnmmg to yonr home, 
« I've seen the image of the Teian sage. 
Best of the bards who deck the Mnse*8 page." 

Then, if yon add, ** That striplings lov'd him well," 

You tell them all he was, and aptly tell. 

The simplicity of this inscription has always delighted 
me ; I have given it, I believe, as literally as a verse trans* 
lation will allow. 

And drop thygoblet*8 richest tear, ^c] Thns Simonides, 
in another of his epitaphs on our poet : 

Ktfi yc4iv ail rvji^oi voriffi ^foa®*^ t»; o ifipeu®» 
AapoTifOf /Aa\oi*cn wntm ex fOjCMcrwy. 

Let vines, in clustering beauty wrcath'd, 
Drop all their treasures on his head, 

Whose lips a dew of sweetness breath'd. 
Richer than vine hath ever shed I 
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When Harmony pursu'd my ways, 
And Bacchus wanton'd to my lays. 
Oh! if delight could charm no more, 
If all the goblet's bliss were o'er, 
When fate had once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 
Nor could I think, unblest by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! 

And Bacchus wantan'd to my lays, ^c] The original 
here is corrupted, the line wf o AioytwN, &c, is nnintel- 
iigible. 

Bmnck*8 emendation improves the sense, hot I doubt 
if it can be commended for elegance. He reads the line 
thus: 

See Brunck, Analecta Veter. Poet. Onec. vol. ii. 



r 



.« avTfft Hi Toy < 



'EVAEIX ey fdifieyoiaiy, A vaac 
iwhn ^ ij yXvKipii yvKriXtiXo< 

iviu Kai lifie/o^<C9 to TloOay ta 
fiap^r\ ayBKptm yitrap tyaf 

titBttt yap ^^paroi c^vc vcoroc* i 
To^a re Kai vcoXiOc ciX^i^ cinf^ 

At length thy golden hours I 

flight, 

And drowsy death that eyel 

Thy harp, that whisper'd thrc 

ing night, 

Now mutely in oblivion sle 
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She too^ for whom that harp profusely shed 
The purest nectar of its numbers. 

She, the young spring of thy desires, has fled, 
And with her blest Anacreon slumbers ! 



^t/Mni^u, «if Attixftorrm, 

To beanty's smile and wioe*s deKght, 

To joys he lov'd on earth so well, 
Still shall his spirit, all the night, 

Attune the wild, aerial shell ! 

She^ the young spring qf thy desires, Sfc,} The original, 
fo Uo^cn lo^, is beautiful. We regret that such praise 
should be lavished so preposterously, and feel that the 
poet's mistress Eurypyle would ha?e deserved it better. 
Her name has been told us by Meleager, as already 
quoted, and in another epigram by Antipater. 

m^v9<r»v Xtnta^f ef»^^ vtifj^t aco/Urt)f , 
v» Vf®* Ev^tnruXviy rtr^itfA/Mvot . • . • 

• Brnnck bat xgvtuy ; bat n^i, the common retding, better suits 
a detached qootation. 



( 



And every woman found in 
Which thou, wiA all thy » 

Long may the nymph aroan 

Earypyle, thy tonPft desir 

Basking her beaotiet in the 

That lights thine eyes' dis 

Sing of her smiled bewitchii 

Her every graee that wan 

Sing of her brows' loznriant 

The beaming glory of her 

The expression here> ttJi^ w^kiu 

hair," is borrowed from Aoacreoo h 

a fragment of the poet preserved h 

J' &vaXyi9 afMt/Mf m^^ 

The purest neciar <if its tmmben 
Brunck, in the prologae to the Satir 
Cantare credas Pegaseioi 



It «ir.«. •• 
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9xo«^, ** Scopus eras natari," not '' speculator, as Barnes 
very falsely interprets it. 

Yincentios Obsopaeos, npon this passage, contrives to 
indulge us vrith a little astrological vrisdom, and talks in 
a style of learned scandal about YennSy ** male posita 
cum Marte in domo Satumi." 

And every woman found in thee a hearty t^c,"] This 
couplet is not otherwise vrarranted by the original, than 
as it dilates the thought which Antipater has figuratively 
expressed. 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate 
gallantry of Anacreon, calling him, vrith elegant con* 
ciseness, fwetixuv mvt^omfAM, 

Tov it fwcuaim fMUm vXt $«trra «ror* u^m, 
'H^vy Ayoxf If ovr« *, Tnm ut *£xXa^' avyiytw, 

Teos gave to Greece her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving; 
Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 

For the maids who blush'd approving t 

Oh f in nightly banquets sporting, 
Where's the guest could ever fly him? 

Oh! vrith love's seduction courting, 
Where's the nymph could e'er deny him? 

• Thns Sodiger, iji his dedlcttory venes to RoMurd i 
BlandUi smTiloqaiii, dnlcis Anacremi. 



i 
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VOL. I. 

1 I tAW the tniiling bard of pleasure 
% Give me the harp of epic song 

3 listen to the Muse's lyre • 

4 Volcan I hear your glorious task 

5 Grave me a cap with brilliant grace 

6 As late I soagfat the spangled bowers 

7 The women tell me every day • 

8 I care not for the idle state 

9 I pray thee, by the gods above 
)0 Tell me how to ponish thee 

11 Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee 
It They tell how Atys, wild with love 

13 I will; I will; the conflict's past 

14 Count me, on the summer trees 

15 Tell me, why, my sweetest dove 

16 Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
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17 And DOW, with all thy pencil's troth . • 105 

18 Now the star of day is high . . • . 113 

19 Here recline yon, gentle maid . • . . 117 

20 One day, the Mnse's twin'd the hands . . IfO 

21 Observe when mother earth is dry • . . IM 

22 The Phrygian rock that braves the storm • . 1t7 
tS I often wish this languid lyre . . • . ISt 

24 To all that breathe the airs of heaven . . 135 

25 Once in each revolving year . . . .139 

26 Thy harp may sing of Troy's alarms . . .143 

27 We read the flying conrser'k name • . .145 

28 As in the Lemnian caves of Are • . .147 

29 Yes— loving is a painfal thrill . • . ,150 

30 'T was in an airy dream of night . . .155 

31 Arm'd with hyacinthine rod • • . .157 

32 Strew me a breathing bed of leaves • . .161 

33 'T was noon of night, when roond the pole . 164 

34 Oh thou, of all creation blest . . • .168 

35 Cupid once, upon a bed 17S 
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36 If hoarded gold possessed a power 

37 *T was night, wnd many a circling bowl 

38 Let us drain the nectar'd bowl . 

39 How I love the festive boy 
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enow that Hea? en ordains me here 
hen Spring begems the dewy scene 
.*s, be the glorious revel mine 
hile oar rosy fillets shed . 

ids of roses, virgin flowers 
ithin this goblet, rich and deep 
e the youngy the rosy Spring 
is trne, my fading yean decline 
hen my thirsty sonl I steep . 
hen Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy 
hen I drink, I feel, I feel 
y not thus my brow of snow . 
vay, away, you men of rules • 
hen I behold the festive train 
sthinks, the pictur'd- bull we see 
hile we invoke the wreathed Spring 
!, who instructs the youthful crew . 
id whose immortal hand could shed 
hen gold, as fleet as zephyr*s pinion 
bled by the solar beam . • • 
vake to life, my dulcet shell . 
>lden hues of youth are fled • 
II me, boy, as deep a draught • 
» Love, the soft and blooming cSild 
iste thee, nymph, whose winged spear 
ke some wanton filly sporting • 
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otf men in bliss, I proudly scorn 

69 Now Neptune's snilen month i 

70 They wo?e the lotas band to < 

71 A broken cake with honey 8w< 

72 With twenty chords my lyie is 

73 Fare thee well, perfidious maici 

74 I bloom'd awhile an happy flov 
' 75 Monarch Love I resistless boy 

76 Spirit of Love, whose tresses s 

77 Hither, gentle Muse of mine 

78 Would that I were a tuneful ly 

79 When Cupid sees my beard of 
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